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RHYMED SAYINGS OF THE CHERUBINIC WANDERER. 

ImuUtecl tttxa. the Qwman of Johann Seheffler, otherwiM €tSS>A Angeliu Resins, a Poet of the Mmn- 
teenth century, by A. S KBouia. 

Ttmt which is fitu^ rtthaimth. 

Hard as a precious stone, clear as the purest gold, 
And as a crystal pure Hiv soul thououghtest to hold. 

We know net iohat we are. 

I know not what I am; I am not what I know; 
A thing and not a thing, a point and circle's flow. 

I ant at Ood', andOodin a« I. 

I am as great as Ood, as I so small is He; 
He cannot over me, I not below Him, be. 

God lives -not voithwtt me. 

I know without me God cannot a moment live; 

If I to naught should turn. He too would death receive. 

A Christian as' rich as Ood. 

I am as rich as God; there can no dust-speck be 
Which I hold not with Him in common property. 

The Overgadhead. 

What has been said of God sufficeth me not yet; 
The overgodhead is my life, m5' light, my mate. 

Eternal Death. 

That death from which .again doth not a new life soar, 
Is that death which my soul of all deaths doth abhor. 

We must be guiie godly. 

Lord, it suffices not augel-like to adore Thee, 

And in the full perfection of gods to bloom before Thee; 

'Tis far too small for me, for my soul much too low; 

Who wants to serve Thee right must more than godlike grow. 

No death is without a life. 

I say, naught dieth e'er; 'tis but another life. 

Though 't be a painful one, which rises from death's strife. 

Ood knows no beginning for Himself. 

Thou ask'st me to report how long since God has been; 
Be stlU 1 it is so long, himself knows not It e'en. 

How do we become like Oodf 

Who wants to be like God, must unlike all else grow« 
Get rid of his own self aud of all selfish woe. 

T^Roie. 

The rose, which here thine eyeextemaHy doth see, 
Bath bloomed thus in Ood from ali etenrity. 
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The Oodhead is a Naught. 

The tender Godhead is a naught and over-naught: 
Who seeth naught iu all, seeth alone, I wot. 

The spirit remains at all times free. 

Bind me close as thou wilt In thousand irons fast, 
I yet shall be unchained and free unto the last. 

H<ni} doth God rest in me 9 

Thou must be and remain quite pure in mind and breast 
If God in thee Himself shall see and gently rest. 

In truth all is one. 

They speak of time and space, now and eternity; 
What then is time and space, now and eternity? 

Man m,akdh time.' 

Thyself maketh the time, its works thy senses be; 

But check'st thou their unrest, then thou from time art free. 

Equality. 

I know not what to do; all things in me do chime — 
Space, unspace, joy and pain, eternity and time. 

Ood external to all creatures. 

Go where thou canst not go, see where thou seest not. 

Hear where naught rings or sounds; then art thou near God brought. 

Always the same. 

What I was I became, what I've been I endure. 
And evermore shall be when soul and flesh find cure. 

God-imbued. 

God is my soul, my flesh, my sinews, and my blood: 
How, then, should I not now throughout be god-imbued? 

Beauty. 

Yea, beauty is a light: the more thou lack'st of light, 
More horrible thou'lt be iu flesh and soul, poor wight! 

Calm Beauty. 

Ah me! why scorn to learn from the flowrets of the plain 
How to please God and yet be beautiful, O men! 

Without a why. 

The rose ne'er had a why; she blooms because she does; 
Worshippeth not herself; cares not whether she shows. 

To stand still is to go back. 
Who in the ways of God should venture to stand still, 
Would go back in his ways and into lasting ill. 

Love is better than Fear. 
To fear God is good, yet better love, I think; 
And best, through boundless love, your soul in Him to sink. 
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Qod loves himielf alone. 

It is not surely true, God loves hlmseit' alone, 
And v/ho His other He can be in His beloved Son, 

Ctod is, He does not live. 

God only IS, ray friend; He does not love or live 
As we to thee and me those words applied receive. 

The essential man. 

Faith! an essential man is like eternity. 

Which all externalness keeps from all changes free. 

The best is to be still. 

To be employed is good, yet better 'tis to pray ; 
Still better dumb and still before the Lord to stay. 

Secludedness. 

Secludedness is good; keep from the common free, 
And thou canst everywhere in lonely desert be. 

The eternal selection of Grace. 

O doubt not; if thy soul but out of God is born, 
Thou ai-t selected then th' eternal life t' adorn. 

Five tablets are in God. 

Five tablets are in God— friend, servant, son, bride, spouse; 
Who further goes, confuses and no more number knows. 

Eternity. 

If longer seems to thee eternity than time, 

Then speakest thou of pain and not of bliss sublime. 

To the Virgin Mary. 

Tell me, O worthy lady, was humbleness most rare 
Not the sole cause that thou wast chosen God to bear? 
Tell me if 'tis not so, that also I, on earth. 
May be His msud and bride, and unto God give birth. 

Ood-consecrafed Humility. 

Think what 'tis to be humble, see what simplicity does: 
The shepherds were the first ones on whose sight God arose. 
He sees God nevermore, nor here on earth nor there, 
Whose only wish is not that he a shepherd were. 

Desire to Kiss. 

my sweet child, my God! let me here at Thy feet 
The snudlest nsul with kiss but one small moment greet. 

1 know that if I be but merely touched by Thee, 
Quickly will vanish all mine and Thine agony. 

The Oreatesi Wonder. 

O wonder, that God's Son has been for e'er and aye. 
And yet his mother first lias brought him forth to day. 

3 * 
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The Secret Rose. 

The rose, friend, is my soul • the thorn, my body's lust; 
The spring-time God's sweet grace, His anger cold and frost: 
Her bloom is to do good — not mind her thorn, the flesh — 
'I'adorn the soul with good and keep for heaven fresh. 
If she guards well her time 9nd 'n the spring-time blows, 
She'll be for e'er and aye God's own selected rose. 

The Greatest Sanctuary. 

No greater sanctuary on earth has ever been 
Than a chaste body and a soul devoid of sin. 

To the Sinner. 

The richest devil has not e'en a pebble ; see ! 

Thou'rt slave of the most poor: can aught yet poorer be? 

The Way to Holiness. 

To holiness the road that is most near and sure 
Is humbleness, upon the path of all that's pure. 

The Dawn and the Soul. 

Beautiful is the dawn, still more so is the soul 
Which God's beams light up in its body's lowest goal. 

Concerning Si. Ignatius. 

You ask why those wild beasts St. Ignace did devour? 
He was a grain of wheat, God ground him into flour. 

The Godhead. 

The Godhead is a well, from it all things e'er flow. 
And yet again return: hence is 't a sea also. 

The Birth of the Pearl. 

The pearl is by the dew engendered, born, and loved. 
In the cavern of a shell; and this Is quickly proved. 
If thou believ'st it not: the dew God's spirit is. 
The pearl is Jesus Christ, the shell my soul's abyss. 

The End of the Fear. 

The old year, which now closes, in drawing to its end, 
Is held as if 'twere past; and this is true, my friend, 
Provided thou in God a new man didst unfold: 
If not, then ti-aly dost thou stifl live in the old. 

Transformation. 
Thy body thou in spirit, thy spirit in God place, 
Then canst thou, as thou lik'st, live in full bliss and grace. 

The Paradise on Earth. 

Thou seek'st the paradise, and wlshest to get there. 
Where thou may'st be relieved from all unpeace and care; 
Then do content thy heart, and make it pure and 'Wise: 
Thus Shalt thou be e'en here that self-eame paradise. 
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Sin. 

Sin is no other tiling than thnt a man from God 
Turneth his face away and seelieth death's abode. 

Mnn. 
Yea, still the greatest wond'^r it: man alone: for be 
Cau e'en, as are bis works, or god oi devil be. 

The best Friend and Enemy. 

My body, my best friend, is my worst enemy ; 
He ties and checks me ever, tliough good his meaiiing tie. 
I hate and love him too, and when we two shat<. pt-t 
I'll leave him with a glad and yet a woeful hetrt 

Concerning the Lilies. 

As oft as 1 see lilies I feel within me pain. 
And yet am tilled with joy immediately again. 
The pain cometh because I've lost that beauty rare, 
Which I from the beginning in paradise did wear; 
The joy cometh because Jesus is born to me, 
And now anew stirs up my soul with heavenly glee. 

Death. 

Yea, even death is good ; if a hell-hound Death could have. 
He'd wish this very moment to be put into the grave. 

The Mirror. 

The mirror showeth thee but thine external face; 
Ah, if it could reveal thee thine internal grace I 

The Sea in a droplet. 

Tell me, how happens it that in a droplet — yea. 
In me — the whole sea (God) flows wholly, utterly. 

God still creates the World. 

God still creates the world; does this to thee seem strange? 
Know, then, with Him is no after, before, or change. 

What poorness of spirit is. 

The poorness of spirit lies in intensity, 

Wherein from outside things and e'en self to get free. 

The poorest is the freest. 

The property of poorness is freedom, chief of all, 
Hence no man is so free as he in spirit small. 

Poorness is the essence of all virtues. 

Vice is chained all round, the Virtues all pass free; 
Say, then, if poorness not their common essence be? 

Whoever serves Ood is hiifhly noble. 

Me serves the whole world. But I the majesty 
Of God on high alone. How noble I must be ! 
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All must return into One. 

All Cometh from the one and in the one must be, 
Or 'twill be dualized and multiplicity. 

Sin alone is Evil. 

No evil is but sin; and if no sin there were 
In all eternity, you'd find no evil e'er. 

Many gods and only One. (1 Cor. 8:5.) 

A single God and many, how does this chime, my son? 
Right well, because they all In one exist as one. 

One cannot without the other. 

Two must be to achieve 't: I cannot without God, 
And God not without me, keep me from death's abode. 

The noblest Wisdom. 

Ima^ne not too much, and never too high rise ; 
The highest wisdom is to be not overwise. 

We serve ourselves, not Ood. 

Thou dost not serve thy God when thou dost fast, pray, wake; 
Thou rather serv'st thyself for thee 'twill holy make. 

As his associates, so the man. 

Whoe'er thou livest with makes thy essence, good or evil; 
With God thou wilt be god, and with the devil, devil. 

Thou must acquire it here. 

'Tis here it must be done ; I never shall believe 
That who no empire wins, shall there a realm receive. 

Christ did not die on the crois for the first time. 

Not for the first time has God on the cross been nailed; 
For, look, in Abel he was murd'rously assailed. 

Christ was before he was. 

That Christ had lived long ere he ever was is sure. 
Because men ate and drank'Him for their inner cure. 

Heaven can be stolen. 

Who secretly does good, and all his money shares. 
Hath stolen the heavenly kingdom masterly unawares. 

Not every good is good. 

Not every good is good ; oh, be convinced, poor wight, 
What in love-oil not burneth is but a cheating light. 

Simile of the Holy Trinity. 

God Father is the well, the spring is His own Son, 
The Holy Ghost the river that from the well hath run. 
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The World's doing is a Tragedy. 

Friend, envy not the world; true, she has her own vray, 
And yet her doing is naught but a tragic play. 

The rich man is truly poor. 

When the rich man speaks much about his poverty, 
Believe him readily, he lies not, suredly. 

All virtues are one virtue. 

Look! all the virtues are, without distinction, one. 

You w^ish to linow the name? Justice 'tis called, my son. 

Conscience is a sign-board. 

If e'er thou goest astray, quick ask thy conscience, man. 
And thou wilt recognize at once the pathway then. 

T/ie new and old Love. 

Love when it is quite new doth like to young wine foam; 
The more 't grows old and clear, the quieter 'twill become. 

Seraphic Love, 

That love which seraphic we oft are wont to name 
Can scarce externally be known, it is so tame. 

Everything is subjected to Love. 

Love governs everything; even the Trinity 
Has been subject to it from all eternity. 

The nearest road to God. 

The nearest road to God is through the door of love; 
The way which Science takes, a tedious one will prove. 

Wherein the Peace of the Soul consists. 

The quiet of the soul consists in this alone. 
That it is perfectly with Grod as one with one. 

The Mask-Man. 

That man who, like the beasts, in lust doth live and rot, 
Is but a human mask; he seems, and yet is not. 

By avoiding we overcome. 

Avoid, friend, what thou lov'st, and what thou long'st for, flee, 
Elsfe wilt thou nevermore content and sated be. 
Many ere now had reached eternal happiness. 
Had they not temporal enticements sought amiss. 

The World must be laughed at and wept over. 
Truly, who of this world would take a view aright 
Must now Democrltus and now be Heraclite. 

Conclusion. 

Friend, it is now enough. If more thou fain wouldst read. 
Go and become these rhymes, and what they mean in deed. 



